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Hot. That Roan ihal be my throne. Well J wil back him 
ftraight. Entrance, bid Butler lead him forth into the parke. 
Lady, Butheareyoumy Lord. 

Hot. What faieft thou my Lady j 
La. What is itcarries you away? 

Hot, Why, my horle(myloue)my horfe. 

La, Out you mad-headed ape,aweazel hath notfuch a deale 
offpleene,as you are toft with. In faith jle know your bnfines 
Harry, that I wiki feare,my brother Mortimer doth ftir about 
his title, & hath fent for you to line his enterprife, but ifyou 
Hot . So far a foot, 1 lhal be weary, loue. (go 

La, Com,come,you Paraquito,anfwer me diredly.vntothis 
queftion that I lhal. aske .* in faith lie breake thy little finger 
Harry, and if thou wilt not tell me all things true. 

Hot. Away, away youtrifler,!oue;I loUetheenot, 

Icare not for thee Kate^his is no world 
To play with mammet$,and to tilt with lips. 

We muft haue bloudy nofes,and crackt crownes. 

And paife them currant too .- gods me myhorfe, 
Whatfaift thou Kate, what wouldft thou haue witfrme? 

La, Do you notioue me? do y ou not i ndeed ? 

Wei, doe not theni for finceyou loue me not, 

I will not loue my felfe.Doeyou not loue me? 

Hay, tell me,ifyou fpeake inieaft,or no ? 

Hot , Come wilt thou lee me ride? 

And when I am a horfe-backe,I willfweare, 

I loue thee infinitly.But harkeyoa Kate, 

I muft not haue y ou henceforth, queftion me? 

Whither I go : nor reafon were about. 

Whither I muft, I muft : and to conclude, 

This euening muft I leaue you gentle Kate, 

I know you wife, but yet no farther wile, 

Then Harry Tercyet wife, Conftam youare, 

But yet a woman, and for fecrecie, 

No Lady clofer, for I will belecue. 

Thou wilt notytter what thou doeft not know. 4 
And fo far. will I truftthee, gentle 
£>a, How, Co far? 


Henry the Fourth . 

Hot , Notan inch further.- butharkeyou Kate 
Whither I go,thither (hall you goe too: 

To day will 1 fet forward,to morrow you.* 

Will this content you Kate ? 

La. it muft of force. Exeunt, 

£ntcr Trmce ard Foynes. 

Trince. iVW,prethee come out of that fat roome, and lend 
me thy hand to laugh a little. 

Poynes, Where haft beene Hall? 

Prtn. With three or foure Logger-heads.amongft three or 
foure-fccre Hogs-heads.l haue founded thevery bale ftring 
ofHumilitie.Sirra,I am Iworne brother to a lealh of Drawers 
andean call them allby their Chriftian names, as Tom,Dick^ 
and Francis : they take it already vpon their faluation, that 
though 1 be Prince of Wales, yet 1 am the king of Curteftc , 
tell me flatly, I am not proud Iacke like Falfiaffe$ buta Corin- 
*M»,aladofmettall,agood Boy(by the Lord fo they cal me) 
and when I am king of England ,1 Ihall command al the good 
lads in Eajlcheap. They call drinking deepe,dying Scarlet j& 
when you breath in your watiing,they cry hern, and bidyou 
play it off. To conclude, I am fo good a proficient in one 
quarter ofanhoure, that I can drinke with any Tinker in hts 
ownelanguageduring my life, 1 will tell thee Ned, thou hall 
loft much honor, that thou wert not with me in this adion .• 
but fweet iVW;tofwceten which name of Ned, I giue thee this 
penniworthof Sugar , clapt eucn now into my hand by an 
vnderskinker, one that neuer fpake other Engliflj in his life, 
then S.fltillings & ^.pcnce, fy.'Youare welcome, with this lbriU 
addition, Anon, anon fir, shore a pint ofBafiardin the Half e moon, 
or fo. But Ned, to ariue away time till Falfiaffie come, I pre- 
thee doe thou ftand in fome by-roome, while I queftion my 
puny Drawer, towhatend hegaue me the Sugar, & do neuer 
leaue calling Francis, that his tale to me may be nothing but. 
Anon .• ftep afide,and lie fhew thee aprefent. 

Poinet, Francis , 

Prince. Thou art perfed. 

Poinet. Francis, 

Fran, ^non^non fir^looke down into thcPomaranct, Ralfel 
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